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Dawn was breaking across the savannah and Kebi was surrounded by darkness, but he knew that within minutes the sun would be above the flat tops of the stunted acacia trees. They were stunted due to the privation of the herds of giraffe that roamed his piece of untouched Kenya.


Except it wasn’t just Kenya. His land, or rather the tribes delved into Tanzania also. Lake Victoria formed one boundary, the others were marked by the Serengeti and Maasai Mara National Parks. 


A former chief had gifted the land to his tribe during a time when national boundaries didn’t exist. That was a time when a tribal chief held more power than any elected president. These were the men who rivalled the great Shaka Zulu in their influence and reach. These were men who held the life of every one of their people in the palm of his hand, and with a nod of his head that life could prove to be extremely short-lived.


Kebi was chief, but he wasn’t a despot, times had changed and even in his remote slice of darkest Africa the light had arrived. He lived in the twenty first century, and he was well aware of that fact.


Yet still, even though the modern world encroached, his tribe still held true to conditions laid down by their first ruler.


As a tribe they were different, very different!


Chief Okuta was the first to embrace the pale skinned colonists, and he had developed a penchant for forbidden fruit.


In Victorian East Africa he was considered little more than an animal, one of the uneducated and unwashed natives that were only fit for manual labour. But Okuta was an arrogant man, a trait of his Luo heritage. He was intelligent without the benefit of schooling, and he had an elevated belief of his self-worth. Where those around him dropped to their knees and submitted to the khaki clad invaders, who usually proclaimed themselves as missionaries and representatives of the one true God, Okuta schemed. He understood that an act of feigned capitulation and submission would create a situation that could be manipulated. He would use rather than be used. He would give the white men, or Muzungus as they were known in the Swahili language of the Arabic coast, a feeling of trust and security in his agreement not to take up arms against them, while all the time planning their degradation.


He had seen how the prim and proper females of their race looked at his people. Examples of his warriors were paraded before these pale creatures who dressed in more coverings than was natural for a climate so close to the humidity of the lake. He saw feelings of lust disguised as shock. He saw hands raising delicate handkerchiefs to painted mouths to hide dropping jaws as the European women witnessed the penile prowess of his warriors.


Okuta had not been born in his slice of Africa, he was from the north of the lake. Expansionism had driven him, and his band of Nilotic tribesmen, to skirt the eastern shore of Lake Victoria, and after subduing a weaker tribe, declare his sovereignty over a huge stretch of the lower Rift Valley.


His Luo tribe were famous throughout the region for being disproportionately endowed. The average Luo man possessed a weapon that could only be described as elephantine, and the white women couldn’t hide their desire... even if natives were considered bestial.


Clandestine rendezvous were arranged, the white women always wanted the warriors to be unwashed and without any trappings of civilization. For Okuta’s men their penchant for wild and dangerous warriors was amusing rather than degrading, these were the days before racism was even a word. They grew to love impaling the grub-white wives of missionaries and settlers on their thick black blades, and it was that proclivity that earned the tribal name of The Kutelekezwa, or for short, The Kiwa... Kiwa meaning ‘he who is rejected by his tribe.’


And so Okuta and his followers ceased to be Luos and became Kiwa.


And over time men and warriors from other tribes and other regions came to live in Kebi’s adopted homeland. Acholi and Karamajong from Uganda and Sudan, Maasai and Samburu from Kenya followed by Kalengin and Teso and Dinka, all of them outcasts from their tribes because of a common fetish. An unnatural fetish many considered, a traitorous desire, against decency and tradition, the sort of desire that made the ancestors weep or turn in their graves! 


A craving for white women, and only white women. These were men who had turned their backs on tradition and opted for an alternate and decidedly taboo way of life.


In their tribal homelands they were considered pariah, disgraced and shunned, but they were proud men who refused to turn away from their desire because of peer pressure. The Kiwa welcomed like-minded men, empathy ruled, and each of them was encouraged to take multiple wives.


They were men who bucked tradition and lived the way that their hearts demanded. Many were disowned, but better that shame than to live a lie.


Kebi was one such man, born a Luo but adopted by the Kiwa. And at the age of eighteen he had achieved the position of chief.


But his was a precarious position, just like a black maned lion he was only in power for as long as he could defend his throne. He had taken the title from a thirty year old Kalengin, youth triumphing over stamina as they wrestled.


Wrestling had become their tradition. Originally two warriors would face each other in a battle to submission or the ultimate defeat. A challenge made had to be accepted. Kebi had become chief because of his unusually enhanced stature, he was naturally muscular, and as he neared his twenties the unforgiving landscape honed those muscles until he was a man to fear.


He knew that challengers lurked in the shadows watching and waiting for their opportunity. The weakness that came with illness would be one such chance to challenge him but Kebi was healthy and always took great care to hide any small injury or sickness. The main threat came from Katoo, a reed-thin Maasai, he was a man with ambition that he didn’t attempt to hide. Katoo longed for the old days when a challenging warrior could meet his opponent armed, because of all African tribes the Maasai were feared the most when they held a blade in their hand. He had tribal rights that he enjoyed flaunting, he may have declared himself Kiwa but still clung to certain concessions granted to the Maasai, one of which allowed him to legally carry a concealed weapon at all times.


Kebi knew that to face the Maasai armed would be his certain downfall, but in a test of strength few would dare to match themselves against his superiority.


But challenges to his authority and right to rule were not disturbing his mind that early morning far out on the savannah, another challenge lay ahead, a far more dangerous challenge, and one that he would meet with only a short stabbing spear in his hand, and the honed blade that hung from his loincloth in an antelope skin sheath.


He was hunting, but not for food or sport. Kebi was protecting his people and their livestock, and he was going to do it the traditional way. The Maasai were the indigenous tribe from his lands, and so he would handle the problem the traditional Maasai way. A rogue lion had been slaughtering the tribe’s cattle, and the previous night it had mauled one of the young boys who tended the herds.


Kebi was looking for retribution, and in killing the beast with just a spear he would be elevated to a position of authority that few would dare question. In killing the lion he would mark himself as a warrior to be feared by all... and even Katoo would bow before such power.


***
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HE COULD SMELL THEM long before he could see them. 


Wood smoke was a warning on the grasslands, especially before the rains arrived. The grass was tinder dry and a single spark could lay waste to hundreds of acres. But Kebi had little fear of wild fires that morning because the smoke was accompanied by other aromas, scents that were out of place on the open savannah. Perfume and cologne, the delicate hints of floral soap and the rank smell of diesel fuel and lingering exhaust fumes.


It could mean one of two things; a game ranger patrolling the vast national parks, and that was unlikely because Kebi had never met a ranger who was so obsessed with soap and perfumes. And a ranger would not light any fire on the open grassland, the rangers were like himself, their home was the savannah, they knew the rules.


“So you must be Muzungus.” he whispered to himself. Or if not white tourists then soft city folk from Nairobi or Arusha, black Africans who had allowed civilization to rob them of their instincts and heritage.


Kebi froze, another, ranker smell had suddenly wafted over him as the gentle breeze shifted back toward the lake... the unmistakable stench of lion. 


He could smell death on the air, and decay, and not just the rancid breath of a carnivore, he sensed corruption, and that was no surprise, it explained why the lion had turned rogue and dared to attack guarded herds. The old lion must have been injured, now the sickly smell of gangrene filled the air. Pain and suffering would be filling the beast’s mind, and hunger also, it had failed to kill the previous night, the young boy managing to wound his attacker and drive him away. 


Kebi knew that such a lion would not feast well even if it managed to bring down the largest bull in the tribe’s herd. His meal would be worried and rushed, a couple of mouthfuls at the most, because the stench of his weakness would draw every carrion devouring beast for miles, and they would follow him, stealing his kills until he became so weak that he himself would fall to their superior numbers and be devoured. The hyena packs would follow, they would taunt him, rushing forward to bite at haunch and leg and tail as he tried to satisfy his gnawing hunger. Again and again they would taunt and bite, each assault getting bolder until the old king would relinquish his prize and limp away as the pack behind him yipped and tugged and snarled.


***
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NOW KEBI WAS TORN, half of him wanted to investigate the visitors that had been unwise enough to light a fire. He thought about Lucy back in the settlement beside the river, his wife, the young white woman who was carrying his child. He wondered if there were other white women in the camp that he could smell... prime, ripe and willing white women who craved massive black cock?


But he was also driven by duty, the rogue lion was close at hand and it had been the beast that had made him stalk and track throughout the long starlit night.


Investigate first he told himself, the lion would still be there to hunt down long after the campers had driven away. He could comfortably satisfy both of his desires, and to return to the tribe with a new wife along with the skin of the lion would elevate him to a status that verged on divinity.


Cautiously he followed the perfume trail until it was almost masking all trace of the lion. Kebi had never quite understood the obsession that foreigners had with smelling so strong that it destroyed their ability to know when danger approached. The scent of a stalking predator could be detected long before there was any chance of hearing the approach, and of course when you could see the beast it was already too late to defend yourself. Yet the strange white people seemed to care little for the danger, and it usually took time and firm handling of new wives before they broke away from old habits and discarded the trappings of their old lives.


His wife now had the scent of a healthy, natural young woman, and that, in his opinion, was sweeter that any flower.


Several minutes later he spotted them, a wisp of blue-grey smoke smeared the early morning sky. They had set their camp beside a small stand of thorny acacia. Kebi shook his head, they had not protected themselves at all, had it been him camping there he would have taken the time to cut branches from the bushes to surround where he would sleep, a barrier of branches bristling with vicious two inch thorns. No leopard, lion or hyena would risk attacking such a well protected camp.


But these people have done nothing to protect themselves, he shook his head. To one side of the thorn bushes they had parked an olive green 4x4, the standard safari vehicle, two spare wheels bolted to the tailgate, and in the back raised bench seats under an open sided canvas canopy. On the other side of the acacia they had erected two tents, one large with a covered entrance beneath which stood a table and two chairs. The other was small and low, just sufficient room for one man to lay his head down.


And the small tent is yours he told himself as a black man dressed in khaki emerged from behind the vehicle. Kebi had seen the same type of outing before, usually a white man and woman being driven across the savannah by a uniformed local guide.


“So where are your clients?” he whispered softly as he turned his attention back to the larger tent.


For several minutes he watched the guide as he set a metal wire frame over the camp fire, soon the aroma of cooking meat carried to the tall grass where Kebi crouched. The smell made his stomach rumble, he hadn’t eaten since the previous afternoon and saliva filled his mouth.
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